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He is mighty proud that he, a poor hobo, has four times
stopped the Overland with its many passengers and coaches,
its government mail, its two thousand steam horses straining
in the engine. So the game goes on through the night; in
order to escape the ever-pursuing brakemen he decks her,
straddles the ends of two cars, goes underneath and rides the
rods. By now he has the engineer, conductor, fireman, and
two brakemen after him, but to the eighteen-year-old boy
who prides himself on being at the top of the profesh, the fun
of the game is enhanced by the terrible price he would pay
if he lost.

He took incredible risks, jumped off trains that were
going at full speed, at one time travelling so fast through
the air that he knocked down and stunned an officer who was
standing on a street corner watching the train go by. He
rode the rods on bad lines, lines on which the brakemen were
known to take a coupling pin and a length of bell cord to
the platform in front of the car under which the tramp was
riding, and let the coupling pin strike against the rails,
beating the tramp to death. He was afraid of nothing;
the greater the risk, the greater the fun. Was he not a Viking
who had crossed San Francisco Bay in an open skiff in a
howling southwester?

Routed out of a box-car in the mountains during a
snowstorm, he gave up Lizzie Connellon's ring to a brake-
man who was shaking him down for money. When the
nights were too cold for travel he went to the roundhouse
and slept in an engine cab, and several times went to the
electric-light works where he slept on top of the boilers in the
terrific heat. In the afternoons he would go to the town
library to read; at night he always tried to catch the blind
baggage of the express. With great delight he writes, "I was
determined to hold her down all night, and pursued by the
train crew I rode the blinds, the tender of the engine, the
cowcatchers, the pilots of the double-header, the decks and
the platform in the middle of the train." The nights were so
cold and the days so hot that his face began to peel, and he
describes himself as looking as though he had fallen into a fire.